A DIALOGUE

11 What is this death?  Is it so great an evil

as fame pretends ?"   * * Nay ! painless we are born,
and our last moment, like the first one, civil

plucks the consummate rose with never a thorn/1
" But thou'lt be there no longer ?"   " The cold devil

blanching our body, lampless and forlorn,
strips us of sense, while the dark hands unravel

all heat, all longing, all that made us mourn/'
" Thou'lt eat no more?"   " How little dearth appalls

us

when there's no body to find in meat and drink,
life's recreation*   Spirit has no such need/'
" But when the lady Venus, she who calls us
to pleasure, flies ?"   *' Little I'll reck, I think.
For when the blood is out, heart cannot bleed/